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No. XC.

To MR. GILBERT BURNS,

Mils land, llth January, 1790.
DEAR   BROTHER,

I MEAN to take advantage of the
frank, though I have not, in my present frame
of mind, much appetite for exertion In writing.
My nerves are in a **** state. I feel that horrid
hypochondria pervading every atom of both
body and soul. This farm has undone my en-
joyment of myself. It is a ruinous affair on all
hands. But let it go to ****! I'll fight it out and
be off with it.

We have gotten a set of very decent players
here just now.    I have seen them an evening or

two. David Campbell, in Ayre, wrote to me by
the manager of the company, a ' Mr. Suther-
land, who is a man of apparent worth. On

New-